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The mod lamentable T ragedie 

5 or no name lit* thy nature but thy owne. 

Timor* Giueir.e thy pony ard, you fhal know my boyes 
Your mothers hand fliall right your mothers wrong. 
Demer. Stay Madam, heere h more belongsto her, 
lirftthrafti the corn;, then after burne the ftraw ; 

This minion flood vpon htrchafhcy* 

Vpon her Nupriall vow,herloyaltie. 

And with that pair ted hope, braucsyoutmigfttincs, 

And 111 all fhecarrv this V-nco her graue? 

Chiron. And'if Ihedoe, I would I wereanEuenukc, 
Drag hence her husband to fome fccrcth.de, 

And make his dead trunk* pillow to our luft. 

T amor a. But when ye haue the honny we defire. 

Let not this wafpeout-liuevs b tb to fting. 

(^hiron. Iwarra'nt you Madam we will make that Cure# 
Come miftris, now perforce we will enioy, 

{T hat nice preferued honeftic of yours. 

L<wma. QhTamord.thou beareft a womans face, 
Tamora *. I will not heare her fpcake, away with her. 
Lanin*. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me bur a word. 
Demct. Liften faire Madamylet it be your glory 
To fee her tearcs, but be your hart to them 
As vnrolcnting flint to drops ©f rame. 

Liuinia. When did theTigers young ones teach the dam? 
O doc not lcarne her wrath, fheta tight it thee, 

The oailke thou fuckftfrom her did turneto Marble, 

Eucn a t thy teat thou had-ftthy tyranny, 

Ycteuery Mother breeds not fonnes alike, 

Do thou intreat her fhew a woman pitty. (baftard 

Chiron. What would ft thou hauc'me prone my felfea 
L minia ♦ Tis truc,thcRaucn doth not hatchaLarke, 
YerhaucI heard, Oh could lfindcit now, 

The I ion moued with pitty, did indure 
Tohauchs princely pa wespardc all away. 
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c „ m , f a v that Rauens fofter forlorne children. 

Th e whll ft their owne birds famiflvm their ne(U s 
0 h beto methough thy hard hart fry no, 

Ituitia. Ohletmeteachtheeformyfathersfrfce 

ThaSe tbedife when well he might haueflaine th«, 
n nnrnbdurajtc, open thy dcafeeares. 

^Tomora. Hadft thou in perfonner* offended me, 

Fuenfor hisfrkearo 1 pittilefle. 

Remember boyes Ipow rd forth teare J in vaine, 

Tofaueyourbrotherfromthefrcrifice, 

And with thineownehandsk.il mem thisplace, 

Fortisnotlife thatl hauc begd fo long, 

Pooie 1 wasflaincwhen^»/?^»«*dide. 
rmora. WhatBrgftthoti then? fond woman let me goe? 
Lauinia Tis prefent death 1 beg, and one thing more. 

That womanhoed denies mytongueto'tcll, 

Ohktepeme frem their worfe then killing lutt. 

And tumble me into (omeloathforne pit. 

Where neuer maps eye may behold my body. 

Doe this and be a chai .table murderer. . , 

Tamora. So fhouldl rob my fweet fonnes of their f«, 

No,let them frdffie their lull on thee. 

Demet. A way, for thou haft ftaid vs heete too lon 0 « 
Latum*. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftly c.eature, 
The blot and rnerriy to our general! name, ^ 

C °CbflT Nay then Tie flop your mouth,biin g then her 
fT his is the hole where Aron bid vshidchim. A mr* 
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